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INTERLUDE

[Enter three Soldiers.]

All together. Oh ! here we are, here we are !

First Soldier. We have arrived at the hermitage called battle, the
home * of hostility and touchstone of valour. This is the abode
of pride and glory. This is where warriors assemble to be
chosen as bridegrooms by the nymphs of heaven. This is the
place of manly prowess, a hero's couch for the death of kings,
a burnt sacrifice of lives, a prince's bridge to heaven. (4)

Second Soldier.  You speak truly.

The ground is rugged with heaps of elephants' corpses like
huge boulders. On every side are vultures' nests. Chariots
are empty of their champions. Kings of the earth have gone
to heaven; yet such deeds have they done face to face in the
battle, where all are busy with death, that they are not killed,
though slain long since. (5)

Third Soldier. It is even so.

The battle rite proceeds; a sacrifice, where warriors fall as
victims, and roars, as of lions, supply the saered chanting. In
that rite, lit with the fire of hostility, sacrificial posts are seen
in the trunks of elephants, sacrificial grass in the litter of
arrows, the woodstack in the pile of slaughtered tuskers and in
the floating banners, the celestial cars. (6)

IHrst Soldier. Look you on this other side.

Kings lie heaped upon the battleground bereft of life by each
other's shafts, and these birds with blood-stained beaks loosen
the ornaments from their bodies, (v)

Second Soldier. An elephant arrayed and ready for battle is over-
thrown by the force of a shower of arrows and sinks down
with armour broken, like a royal arsenal, with bows and
arrows.   (8)
Third Soldier. Here's another thing, look you.

As women-folk help a daughter's husband down from the car,

so do eager jackals drag down the dead warrior from the front

of the chariot with his jewelled quiver, and a necklace of skulls

made of garlands fallen from the top of banner poles.    (9)

All together.  Oh! How frightful is this battleground, Samantapancaka.

The ground is soaked with the blood of horses, men, and elephants,
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